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THIS SHORE PONT /WAKE SENSE.' WHY WOULP^j 
ANYONE PUT A TORCH f 
TO A HOMESrE.APER'sy 
WAGON ? 

GO G/r 
ARIZONA! 




CRACK WES TERN 




10U ANP YORE BOrS PIP 
A FINE JOB,POC FREEMAN.' 
FILEP CLAIMS TO ALL TH 
LANP THAT OWNS ANY 
WATER RIGHTS.' NOW,lF 
YOU'LL JEST SIGN 
THIS SILL 



OWNING ALL THE ACREAGE NEAR 
STREAMS ANP THEIR HEAPWATERS 
WILL LET YUH FREEZE THE HOME- 
STEAPERS OUT OF THE WHOLE 
TERRITORY/ THEX CAN'T STAY 
ANP FARM WITHOUT WATER/ 




CRACK WESTERN 



[THAT'S WORTH A LOT MORE 
THAN THE PRICE YORE 
PAYING ME! 90 I'VE 
PECIPEP TUH POUBLE 

HUH"? WHY, YUH 
CAN'T DO THIS TO ME. 'I 
WON'T STAND 
FOR 





NOT UNTIL YOU MEET 
MY PRICE .' START 
COUNTING/ 
CARNApy.' 




THANKS, CARNApy.' THIS PAYS 
OFF My MEN.' BUT I'LL JEST 
TAKE A LITTLE EXTRA FER MY 
OWN SERVICES/ 





dt THE LAST CHANCE SALbON... 



THEY TELL ME YORE \Q0 AWAY, 
NAME'S POC FREEMAN! MISTER! 
THEN I RECKON YORE Jf I'M 
THE HOMBRE I'M ,-— - ^\ BUSY.' 
LOOKING FOR! 




I SAIP I WANTEP \T AKE WRE 
TO TALK TO YUH / HANPS OFF ME,\ 
WHERE CAN WE /YUH LOW-POWN,| 
GO, POC? yoRNERY GRUB-. 
STAKER.' 




CRACK WESTERN 




I'M SERVIN' WARNING.' 
VOC FREEMAN'S CLAIM 
WAS FILEP AFTER 
THAT LAMP WAS FILEP 
FER-..8y A HOME- 
STEADER NAMEP HANK 
GORDON.' HANK GORDON] 
WAS MURDERED 9V 
SOMEONE JEST AS 
HE STAKEP HIS 
CLAIM.-. 




BUT HIS DAUGHTER ,MARY, 
GONNA ENTER THE TITLE 
AT THE LAND OFFICE.' 
ANY RANNIE WHO TRIES 
TO STOP HER WILL HAVE 
„TUH PEAL WITH /WE.' 




CRACK WESTERN 




WT I AIN'T FORGET- 
TIN' THAT .BEATING HE 
(SAVE ME /NEXT TIME, 
WE /MEET, I'LL CALL / 
THE PLAY /ANP THAT 
STRANGER WILL RATE 
A COFFIN' ON BOOT 







SOME OF THE HOMESTEADERS WENT 
TUH SEE JESS CARNADV ABOUT 
BUY IN' RIGHT TUH USE SOME )THET'S 
OF HIS WATER/ ,^— ^WHAT I 
CAME TUH 
SEE YOU 
ABOUT.' 




CRACK WESTERN 



'TALKING TUH JESS CARNAPy PIPN'T 
HELP.' HE WON'T EVEN LISTEN.' SAID 
.HE WONT SELL US WATER RIGHTS v 
FER ANY „ 

PRICE,' ,1 HE'S TRYIN' TUH PRIVE 
YOU OFF YORE FARMS/ 




he kin fosci yuh 
to sell ch6ap7 then 
he kin keep the farm 
lamps fer grazin' his 

CATTLE.' 



I] 



HE WON'T GET AWA* 
WITH IT.' WE'VE 
CALLEP A /MEETING 
OF ALL HOM6- 
STEAPERS.' WE'RE 
GONNA TAKE 

action! 



' YUH KIN A PON'T MAKE ANY ** 
COUNT IHASTy MOVES, GENTS.' 
L ON ME// THE LAW IS STILL ON 
YORE SIP6' 




WHO CARES 
ABOUT LAW? 
JESS CARNAPy 
ASKED FER 
WAR. ..AND 
HE'S GONNA 
GIT ITi 



RECKON *■— -n 
MATTERS ARE 
GETTIN' OUT OF 




YUH CAN'T 
BLAME THE 
HOWESTEAPERS 
FER GETTIN' 
MAP.' CARNAPy 
WON'T FIGHT 
FAIRi 



&" 



.THEY WON'T 
STANP A 
CHANCE 
, AGAINST 
CARNAPY'S 
<3UN- A 
SLINGERS/ ^ 
THEY'RE PLAYIN' 
RIGHT INTUH HIS 
HAN PS WITHOUT 
KNOWING IT/ 



A GRIM CONCLAVE OF HOMESTEADERS MEETS AT 
THE LOCAL SCHOOLHOUSE — 



WE'RE BElN' PUSHEP OFF OUR LANP.' I SAy 
IT'S TIME fUH FIGHT SACK. ..IN THE KINP OF 
SIX-GUN LANGUAGE THAT COYOTES LIKE JESS, 
CARNAPy KIN UNPERSTAND/ 




THE U.S. GOVERNMENT INTENDED THIS LANP FOR 
FREE PISTRIBUTION- — TUH FOLKS WHO WOULD 
SETTLE ON IT.' YUH KIN TAKE YORE" 
CASE TO THE COURTS/ THEY'LL J&UT THAT MAY 
FORCE CARNAPy TUH GRANT «^. TAKE YEARS.' 
WATER RIGHTS/ 




CRACK WESTERN 



I'M IN FAVOR OF RAISING A 
CROWP OF VIGILANTES TUH PEAL 
OUT JUSTICE TUH CAR NAPX, POC 
FREEMAN ANP THEIR WHOLE— 

UHHHH! 




CRACK WESTERN 




CRACK WESTERN 



THEY'RE ROUNPIN' UP MY GUNNIES/ NO USE 
STAYIN'TUH FIGHT A LOST CAUSE.' I'P 
BETTER HIGHTAIL IT 
WHILE THAR'S 
STILL TIME.' 



"sags* 



«*•»■■>•<•*•.■ 




WHAT HAPPENEPJWE RAN INTUH 
POC?PIDVUH \ A LITTLE 
FINISH OFF THEM/AMBUSH/I'M 
PESKY HOME- ^TH6 ONLY ONE 
STEAPERS? J^ WHO GOT 
AWAY/ 







BUT I'LL TAKE THE MONEY 
YUH WERE GONNA PAY 
MB FOR THE JOB.' I'LL 
NEEP IT 

WHEN I /RUNNING OUT ON 
HEAP / ~NME.'J WON'T 
ACROSS THE) GIVE YOU A 
0ORPER! /REP CENT.' 






Y-YUH SEAT POC FREEMAN J BETTER COME WITH ME, 
TO THE PRAW/ I PlPN'T «< CARNAPY.' I'LL SIT YUH 
BELIEVE THE HOMBRE LIVEP ) TO THE JAIL..- ANP YUH 



WHO COULP PO THAT.' 



'Can have a fair trial.'. 

"iF THE HO/WESTEAPERS 
REACH YOU FIRST, YORE 
NECK WILL BE STRETCH EP 
ON A ROPE .' 



iV 



\HO SO, LATER... 



YOU'LL MANAGE.' RECKON 
SPURS ANP I JUST AREN'T 

MEANT TUH SETTLE 

POWN.' TROUBLE 
KNOWS OUR APPRESS 



THE .GOVERNMENT GAVE 
US THIS LANP.' BUT YOU 
HELPEP US PEFENP IT.' I 

WISH YOU COULP STAy HERE J... ANP IT'S BOUNP 
TO HELP US 8UILP UP ^VTO CATCH OP... 
WHAT WE'VE WON/ J | WHEREVER WE 

ARE! 



m 



A GREAT ACTION 

MAGAZINE ALIVE 

WITH EXCITEMENT! 

AS TIMELY 

AS TODAY'S 
HEADLINES! 

FAST BECOMING THE 
MOST POPULAR COMIC 
MAGAZINE IN AMERICA! 

ON SALE 
EVERY MONTH 






PAGES OF THE MIGHTIEST ADVENTURES 
WITH THE GREATEST HEROES OF THEM ALL... 
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fflneN YOUNG JOHNNY LASH CREATED THE 
PREAP CHARACTER OR THB WH/P 
IT WAS FOR THE SOLE PURPOSE OF SMASH- 
INS EVIL. AHP SUPPORTING JUSTICE IN THE 
RQARING WEST/ THEN SUPPENLY ANOTHER 
WH/P APPEARED , A GRIM FIGURE WHO 
PLUNPEREP WITHOUT MERCY I NOT ONLY ? 
JOHNNY'S FIGHT FOR JUSTICE BUT HIS 
VERY LIFE PEPENPEP UPON FINPING ANP 
PESTROYING — 

"<7A* Counterfeit WHIP!' 




CRACK WESTERN 



THE WHIP/, 

I'LL Kl— / 

EEEOWW/ 



YOU HAVE TO 
HARP WAY 



3 LEARN THE >v 

„ PON'T YOU 2/ 




Clk&C AFTERNOON, A FEW 
MILES OUT OF TOWN ... 



Ml JOB IS PONE HERE.' I ] 
RECKON I'LLPRIFTUP ^ 
TALASEE WAY/ I HEAR THEVRE 
HAVING TROUBLE THERE.' AS 
PLAIN JOHNNY LASH /I'LL , «-* 
PICK UP A JO0/T 




CRACK WESTERN 



HOWPY, MISTER/ I'M 
JOHNNY LASH,PRIFTING 
UP TALASEE WAY TO 
FINP ME SOME 

WORK/ 



I'M JESS BERGSR, 
LASH/ IF YOU CAN USf 
THAT GUN yOU WEAR , 
SEE ME AT THE SILVER 
QUEEN MINE ABOVE 
TALASEE INTHE 
MORNING/ 







PUT— BUT } /COME ON OUT, 
JWTHE *-4BERG£R,WITH 
WHIP/ SOME- AYOUR HANPS 

sopy's hiping I up! you know 

BEHINP My ^ WHAT I'M ^ 
IPENTITy/ ^W AFTER/ J 





4 PgW MOMBNTS LATER ,WBLL 
AWAY FROM THE TRAIL ... 



S3 



! ^ GOOV HORSE, 
PIASLO/ WE'RE 
GOING TO GIVE 
A SLIPPER* yl 
GENT THE -S 
SURPRISE 
OF HIS LIFE- 
N A A 
MINUTE/ 




CRACK WESTERN 



I'U, REMOVE THAT GUN,HOM8Re! 
YOU'RE TOO HANPy 
WITH IT,' 




WHY— THEY'RE 
BLANKS/ BUT 
I SAW THAT 
GUARP 
■PALL- 




CRACK WESTERN' 



I'M LOLA /WORSE.' MY PAP, 
TOM MORSE, OWNEP THE 
TALASEE /MINE UNTIL 
BERGER STOLE IT 
WITH A FORGEP ^-^ABOUT 
BILL OF SALE.' A THE LAW? 
HE RAN US 
OUT.' 




THE SHERIFF IS 
ONE OF BERGER'S 
GUN TOUGHS/ I 
MAPE THAT WHIP 
COSTUME, PARTLY 
TO SCARS 
BERGER ANP 
PARTLY TO 
PRAW YOU 
HERE.' 



NOW THAT I'/ 
HERE, MISS 
LOLA, YOU CAN 
COUNT ON MY 
HELP! I'LL LOOK 
OVER THE 
SITUATION ANP 
LAY SOME PLANS' 







PUT UP THE GUN 
FRIENP.' YOUR 
BOSS, BERGER 
OFFEREP ME A 
JOB/ 




"? SHUCK OFF THAT GUN 
WE'LL SEE ABOUT IT/ 
NOBOPY GETS PAST ME 
WEARING A GUN/, 3 




CRACK WESTERN 





WHERE PIP YOU PISAPPEAR \FOR FREE? I AIN'T 
TO WHEN THE WHIP HELP ,/TANGLIN' WITH THE 
US UP* IF YOU'RE SO 
TOUGH, WHy PIPN'T 
YOU TAKE HIM - ? 





HE HANPEP ^ 
IT OVER TO 
SOME GENTS 
ON MART 
BENSON'S 
RANCH /ONE 
OF 'EM WAS A 
HOMBRE NAME 



THAT'S WHERE 
[THEY'RE HIPING 
I OUT.' LASH, 
YOU'LL GET A 
REAL BONUS 
FOR THAT 
PIECE OF . 
01 BUSINESS.' 




THE WAY THEY 
TALKEP, THEY'LL 
HAVE ALL THEIR 
FRIENPS THERE 
ANPNO 
GUARPS 
OUT! THEy 

aim to pivvy 

UP THE GOLP 
THEY STOLE.' 



YOU WIN,LASHi 
IWISHI'PHAP 
YOU INSTEAP 
OF THESE PUMB 
GUNHANPS LONG 
AQO> WE'LL 
STRIKE AT TEN / 
TONIGHT ANP 
WIPE THEM ALL 
OUTi 






*SP 



CRACK WESTERN 



FROM WHAT I HEARP, 
YOU STOLE THIS MINE 
FROM MORSE.' I HOPE 
YOU CAN MAKE IT STICK, 
IN CASE A U,S. 
MARSHAL. STEPS 
IN.' 




NOW WHERE ARE YOU 
GOING ? I PON'T LIKE 
MY BOYS PRIFTING 
AROUND LOOSE WHEN 
WE GOT A JOB 
COMING UP/ 




A «W MINUTES LATER, UP THE 
MOUNTAIN SIPE.-- 



BERGER POESN'T TRUST 
ANYBOPy~-BUT HE'S AFRAID, 
TO BLOCK ME / LIKE ALL 
YELLOW COYOTES , HE'S EASy 

TO BLUFF/ 




A FEW MILES AWAY-.. /HOWDY, 

MISS 
LOLA J 



PUT UP YOUR GUNS/ 
IT'S THE WHIP/ 




WHIP/THIS /S 
MY PAP, TOM 
MORSE ,ANP 
MART BENTON/ 



HOWPY, GENTS/ 
I CAME TO A 
WARN YOU Z 
THAT BERGER ^ 
AIMS TO CLOSE 
IN ON YOU HERE AT 
TEN TONIGHT ANP 
WIPE YOU ALL 
OUT/ 




HERE? HOW 

PIP HE FINO 

OUT WE WERE „ 

MEETING HERE? 

SOMEBOPy 

MUST HAVE <f BRING ALL HIS 

TIPPEP HIM i\ MEN HERE FOR 

OFF/ ^^ \>-tf A RAID/ 



A FRIENP OF 
MINE PIP, MR. 
'MORSE /I TOLD 

HIM TO PERSUAPE 

BERGER TO 

■4 



V? 



^ 



WHILE BERGER 
ANP HIS CREW 
ARE SURROUNPING 
AN EMPTY HOUSE, 
YOUR CROWP CAN 
SEIZE THE MINE/ 
HE WON'T LEAVE 
MANY GUARPS 
THERE.', 




THAT FORGEP BILL 
OF SALE IS IN BERGER'S 
SAFE/ ONCE YOU HOLD 
THAT, ANP THE MINE 
HEAP, THE APVANTAGE 
WITHYOI " 



WE'LL>J 
MEET ] 
YOU IN 
THE 

CLEAR-- 
ING J 
ABOVE ^ 
THE MINE 
AT TEN, 




CRACK WESTERN 

I I'VE SOT TO SLIP away/ 

MORSE'S MEN WILL 8E 




CRACK WESTERN 




CRACK WESTERN 




CRACK WESTERN 
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Sheriff mike peters tries to serve a warrant on 
I one of the wild shelpon brothers.' 



-7 ll WARN yuH, y N,ce 

■'/-[ BAT SHELPON...J SHOOTIN', }rffi~^ 
AHHHH! ff-*\ BAT/ 






THAT TAKES t— s/ YEP.' RECKON ALL WE GOTTA 
CARE OF THE LAW } VO NOW IS TAKE OVER THE 
AROUND HERE' y^TOWN AND START RUNNIN' IT 

OUR WAY.' 



Ifo 



\ 



J 



.A. 



W^x 



A W* 
H6P 



OF 



POC SAYS I'LL BE LAID > OH, NO.' IP THEY KIN 

UP A MONTH , ED.' LOOKS /OUTPRAW YOU , I I 

LIKE IT UP TO YOU, AS MY K WOULDN'T HAVE A ~^f 

ro ARREST THEM I CHANCE,' T.'M GESlGN-J 

'M BUZZARDS/ / INC-/ "EKEAWD 






CRACK WESTERN 



A &HORT TIME LATER, ON THE INCOMING STAGE... 





WELL,WHAPPAYUH KNOW, 
BOYS.' THE STAGE LINE'S 
PELIVERIN'OUR FIRST 
PAYROLL RIGHT INTO OUR 
HANPS.'TOSS THAT 
CHEST POWN, POP.' 



YOU GO SLUICE A 
'GOOSE .'THIS HERE 
MONEY BOX AIN'T 
GOING TO NOBOOy 
BUT BEN HALL, THE, 
BANKER.' 



LOOK, BURT ANP 

soyp— HE 

WANTS TO 
PLAy WITH 
US.' ' 




YOU'RE TOO SLOW 
FOR FIRST SHOT, 
BUZZARP-8AIT/ 
I'LL TAKE OVER.' 




I TAKE IT YOU COyOTES WERE^ 

JUST FUNNING.' NOW 

RUN ALONG ANP V MAYBE 

WE'LL FORGET -c YOU THINK 

IT THIS TIME/ ) YOU'LL FORGET 
IT, SISTER, BUT 
YOU WON'T.' 



WHAT'S THE MATTER 
WITH YOU PEOPLE ? 
WHERE'S UNCLE 
— 7 A* IKE? 





CRACK WESTERN 




I GUESS YOU'RE 
RIGHT.' YOU'RE IN 
THE CLEAR SO FAR , 
BUT I'M KEEPING AN 

eye.oN you.'pont 

TRY ANYTHING 
FUNNY/ 



WHAT ARE WE 
GONNA DO, 
BERT? WE GOTTA 
GUN THAT SMART 
GAL OUT ANP GET 
BAT FREE AGA«N.' 




OH ,SURE.' WHO'S I 

GONNA- MATCH / 

SUNS WITH \ 

HER? NOT ME, I 

f?OYP.' SHE » 

OUTPfiEW gAT 
AND HE'S FASTER 
THAN CITHER 
OF US.' 



I GOT AN IPEA.' 
IF WE COULP 
FIGURE SOME 
WAY TO CATCH 
THAT FAST- 
SHOOTING 

CYCLONE WITH 
UEC C-L'NS 
EMFT>'....' 



1 



ANP I KNOW 
HOW TO PO 

it; now 
listen close, 

ANP PON'T 
MISS ON 
THIS! 



#8*1 
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CRACK WESTERN 




THERE'S A TRICK TO IT 
SOMEWHERE , BUT I 
CAN'T FIGURE WHERE.' 
THERE'S NO PLACE 
FOR AN AMBUSH 



W.V.vW 




CRACK WESTERN 







WE'RE EVEN ON THAT.' 
NOW LET'S TRY THAT 
ROW 'WAY OVER. 





-JjjJlfU-A 



07/fcfc 5HOOTING MATCH GOBS 

ON UNTIL - - - 



H l — 1 





THIS'LL BE THE LAST J LET'S 
SHOT/ WHEN HER /GO, SOYS.'.. 
GUNS ARE EMPTY, ^ WE'VE A 
PRAW OUR HOLDOUT /ONLY GOT 
(SUNS AND LET HER / ONE / 
BULLET ^ 
LEFT IN EACH 




CRACK WESTERN 



I LEFT A TRICKy TARGET FOR 
LAST/ SEE THOSE STRINGS 
I HUNS UP THERE? BET YOU 
CAN'T CLIP THEM WITH YOUR 
LAST SHOTS/ 




YOU TWO HAMM6RHEAP 
ABOUT AS SUBTLE AS A 
BUZZARP'S VISIT/ I HUNG 
THOSE SPARE GUNS ANP 
LET YOU SHOOT THEM 
DOWN 




THERE'S YOUR 
BADGE, UNCLE 
MIKE/ THE 
SHELPONS ARE 
IN JAIL ANP 
YOUR TOWN IS 
OUIET/ I'M ON 
MY WAY BY THE 
NEXT STAGE/ 



LIL,PAWG- 
SONNIT.' I 

SHORE WISH 

YOU'D STAY 

AND TAKE 

THAT DEPUTY'S J 
JOB PER- 4 

AWNENT/YOU 

GOT THE KIND, 

OFWOMANS 
TOUCH IT 
NEEDS/ 




r 



CRACK WESTERN 
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In a couNtRy where everybopy gamblep,ihey sa\o marshal 

BOB ALLEN WAS NO SAMPLER / NEITHER TH6 CARPS NOR THE 
ROULETTE WHEELS COULP LURE HIM FROM HIS PUTY/BUT 
WHEN THE CHIPS WERE POWN ,TH6 FRONTIER MARSHAL WAS 

: ON A— * (jUtf'SLIS(lJifl f fij 

[jail - fiRAWlBHB/' 
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Banker sam westley lives 
only a few poors from ms 

BANK.' 



SAM /WHAT \ LIGHT FLICKERING 
IS IT"? WHAT I IN THE BANK: 
ARE you 

POING UP 




PON'T GO ^ YOU RUN FOR 
POWN THERE, \THE MARSHAL, 
SAM WESTLEy/ ] SARAH .' I'M 
GET MARSHAL / NOT LETTING A 
ALLEN.' y ANY PIRTy 

8ANPIT GETAWAY 

WITH THE TOWN'S 

MONEY 





HALT.' STANP RIGHT WHERE 
YOU ARE OR I'LL SHOOT/ 




CRACK WESTERN 




OKAY,BAPGE-TOTER/ 
YOU GOT HO BU9IHBSS 
HERE / IF YOU COME 
IN ,LEAVE YOUR 
SUNS OUTSIPE.' 

you know you , 

AIN'T WELCOME.' 



S IS JUST A 
VISIT, SON /I'LL 
LEAVE MY 
GUNS'. 




CRACK WESTERN 




YOU'RE YOUNG 8UP 
BERAN, AREN'T YOU? 
r HATEP TO SEE YOU 
SET MIXEP UP WITH 
BART EAGAN'S 
BUNCH .' YOUR 
PAP WAS A 
PINE MAN.' 



SKIP THE SERMON /I ^ 

PICK MY OWN FRIENPS... 

ANP THEY PONT 

INCLUPE ANy 

TIN-BAPGE 



SNOOPERS 




HOWPy, GENTS.' 
MORNIN' BART ANP 
MATT/ YOU CAN 
RELAX/ THIS IS 
JUST A SOCIAL 
VISIT/ 



WE PREFER TO PICK OUR OWN 
SOCIETY, MARSHAL.' THAT'S 
WHY WE OPERATE OUTSIPE 
YOUR LIMITS/ WHAT'S 
ON YOUR MINP? 




— --- 



HAP A LITTLE RUCKUS, 
IN TOWN LAST NIGHT.' 
FELLER ROBBEP THE 
BANK ANP SHOT OLP 
SAM WESTLEy/WE 
KINPA LIKE SAM 
AROUNPTOWN/ 



I'M CRYIN' TEARS AS BIG 
AS WAGON WHEELS/ WHAT 
IS THIS, AN INVITE TO HIS 
FUNERAL 1 ? 




OH,THERE, WON'T BE ANy 
FUNERAL / 
LUCKILy, ANP WHEN HE POES 
HE'LL TELL US WHO SHOT 
HIM.' HE SAW THE BANPIT.' 
JUST THOUGHT YOU'p LIKE 
TO KNOW THE NEWS/ 




STOP IT, YOU 
FOOL / SHOOT- 
'ING AN UNARMEP 
MARSHAL IN THE 
BACK WOULP BE 
SOMETHING NOT 
EVEN I COULP 
WASH OFF/ 




I TOLP YUH THE 
OLP FOOL 
RECOGNIZEP 
ME.' I GOTTA 
RIPE IN TONIGHT, 
ANP BLAST HIM/ 
AGAIN SO HE 
CAN'T TALK.' 



MATT, EVEN IF 
YOU ARE My 
BROTHER, I SAY 
YUH AIN'T GOT 
THE BRAINS OF 
A LOCOEP 
PRAIRIE POG 
SOMETIMES/ 
GET SMART.' 



'Wi 



CRACK WESTERN 



LET HIM TALK / 
WHAT CAN 
MARSHAL ALLEN 
DO * IF HE TRIES 
TO ARREST YOU 
HERE, OUTSIDE 
HIS TERRITORY, 
WE'LL TAKE 
CARE OF HIM/ 



YOU'RE RIGHT, 
BART/ MAYBE THIS 
IS THE CHANCE 
WE'VE BEEN WAIT- 
ING FOR, TO GUN.. 

THAT BADGE- '■< 
TOTING 8UZZARPS 



OUT FOR 
KEEPS 



\v: 



,0' 



Later that PAy,iN town... 


l'V GUESS "N 


Zl'LL NAB HIM,^ 


SAM'LL BEGIN 


I POC.' SEEMS / 


TO COME TO 


TO ME WE / 


LATE TONIGHT, 


'GOT SOME ^ 


MARSHAL .'IF 1 


KINP OF A LAW 


VOU AIM TO X 


IN THIS TOWN j 
T AGAINST -> 


NAB HIS 'S 


ATTACKER , 


\ SHOOTING OUR 


STICK AROUND 


1 BANKERS/ a 


r-f HANPy/> 
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CRACK WESTERN 



NOW STEP ASIPE, 
MARSHAL/ YOU 
KNOW WHAT THE WILD 
BUNCH PIP TO SAM.' 
THEY'RE ALL THIEVES 
AND KILLERS ANP 
PESERVE TO HANG/ 



I'LL AGREE, PETE — -WHEN 
THEY'VE 6EEN CONVICTEP 
OH LEGAL EVIPENCE/I'LL 
HANG ANY ONE OF THEM 
YOU HELP ME CONVICT 
LEGALLY/ 




r I TAKE IT THEY'VE 
NOTHING AGAINST 
YOU /BUP/ TAKE YOUR 
GUNS ANP CLEAR OUT 
WHILE THEY'RE STILL 
UNCERTAIN/ 




LOOK 



MARSHAL/ 



HERE /MARSHAL //COME QUICK.' 
WE'VE HAP y SAM'S CON- - 

ENOUGH OF < SCIOUS ANP 4 
YOUR.-./ ) WANTS TO TELL 
YOU WHO R08BEP 
THE BANK ANP 
SHOT HIM/ 






TELL ME ONE THING 
SALLY— IS BUP 
REALLY IN LOVE 
WITH YOU ? HAS HE 
TALKEP MARRIAGE? 




THAT'S GOOV 
ENOUGH FOR 
ME/ GET A CELL 
REAPY FOR MATT 




CRACK WESTERN 




WELL, LOOK , 
WHO'S HERE.' 
CO/WE TO 00 A 
LITTLE GAMBLING, 
■ — r MARSHAL "3 




are you 

JOKING ? 
YOU, WITHOUT 
A GUN, GONNA 
ARREST M.Y 
BROTHER? 




MA, HA, BART/ 
THAT'S THC 
BEST JOKE 
SINCE OLD 
ONE -ARM 
MIKE TRIED 
TO TAKE OVERf 
youR BUNCH/ 




TOO BAP, MARSHAL, , 
BUT YOU'RE IN A FIX.' 
THE Boys DON'T 
LIKE YUH AND YOU'RE 
IN HERE WITHOUT 
ANY LEGAL RIGHT.' 



I SEE, BART.' YOU ^ 
MEAN I CAN BE KILLEP 
ANO YOU CAN ALWAYS 
CLAIM I TRIED TO FORCE 
MY WAY IN WHERE I 
HAD NO RIGHT* 






CRACK WESTERN 



WHA---? \ NO.' I JUST GOT ONTO IT, 
YOU GONE I /WATT.' FUNNy, I GUESS 
OFF YOUR /I BEEN KINPA BLIND 
ROCKER , / LATELY, MOT TO 
BUP 1 4 RECOGNIZE POLECATS 
WHEN I CHUMMEP WITH 
'EM.' 



^.-i 



! 











CRACK WESTERN 




LET'S MAKE THIS A 
CLEAN SWEEP, BUP... 
SO NO MORE YOUNG 
FELLOWS GET LED . 
INTO WRONG PATHS.' 




YOU PIP IT, MARSHAL.' THAT'LL 
BE THE END OF BART EAGAN 
AND HIS BUNCH .' WITH 
MATT EAGAN IN JAIL,' 
HIS POWER IS GONE/ _M ANP 

YOU'RE 

^WJidn FRee TO START A 
NEW LIFE WITH 
^ SALLY, BUP/ 




YUH GOT MATT 
EAGAN... ANP 
THAT GUN -SLICK 
KIP,TOO.'.^--^ LAY OFF BUP 
BERAN.' WITHOUT 
HIM I'P BE PEAP 
NOW ANP BART 
EAGAN WOULP 
06 TELLING YOU 
.. ALL WHERE TO 
1 GET OFF.' 
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A BRIGHT YOUNG 


/ HARRUMPH ! 




FELLOW TO . 


/WOULDN'T 




WORK YOUR / 


THAT BE A 




EAST VALLEY "S 


KIND OF A 




RANCH/ HOW ) 


GAMBLE, 




ABOUT YOUNG / 


MARSHAL? 




BUP HERE? A. 


AFTER ALL... 
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MARSHAL, I'M 
GLAP YOU PON'T 
PROP IN TO GAMBLE 
AT MY PEUCE-TRAY 
SALOON / WITH YOUR 
LUCK YOU'P BREAK 
ME IN A WEEK.' 



I'LL TELL YOU A SECRET, 
JACK — -WHEN VOU GAMBLE 
ON HUMAN PECENCy 
YOU'RE USUALLy 
GAMBLING ON A 
SURE THING .'I 
NEVER LOSE.' ,_ 
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Cactus Pete's Gold 



HPHE sun was setting over the mountains as 
-*■ Tex Larson rode into Canyon Creek, and the 
gold and purple sky added warmth to the coun- 
tryside. A flush of warmth and inner satisfaction 
rushed through him, too! 

"This may be the end of a long trail of wander- 
ing," he thought. "I hope so!" 

Canyon Creek was a small cow town and its 
wide street generally was empty except for a 
few pintos or buckskins tied to the hitching posts. 
But, this day, it was buz2ing with altivity. Tex 
noticed the covered wagons, stage coaches, and 
buckboards. He saw that there were dozens of 
ponies and plenty of people, including cowhands 
and Indians and pretty girls dressed in their best. 
He glanced upward, to the canvas banner that 
bridged the street. It read: 

CARSON'S RODEO July 12-19 

"Carson's Rodeo. That's for me!" thought Tex. 
"All my life, I've wanted to be in a rodeo!" 

He had been in this part of the country before, 
working as a ranch hand, but he was a mover — 
couldn't stay long in one place. This time, he had 
come up from Texas riding the bag-line, stop- 
ping from ranch to ranch and living on Western 
hospitality. It was lucky that he had hit the 
Double Z ranch the night before 'and met Jim 
Powers.. Jim had offered him a job with the 
rodeo. Now he could keep on the move and still 
belong to something. It was a good feeling. 

Tex reined in his white mustang in front of 
the Four Deuces Bar and jumped from the sad- 
dle. 

"Easy, Buck," he said, giving the horse a gentle 
pat. "You wait here while I check in with Pow- 
ers. Make out right and we'll be sure of a good 
feed-bag from now on." 

He looped the reins to the wrack and saunter- 
ed through the swinging doors into the saloon. 
It was filled. The bar was lined with cowpokes, 
most of them doubtless with the rodeo. Men sat 
at the tables, some playing cards and others 
drinking and watching. Obviously, they were not 
all Westerners, but a rodeo always attracted a 
motley crowd. A player piano was pouring out a 
discordant rune from someplace in back. Tex 
couldn't see through the heavy haze of smoke. 

"Stuffy," he thought. "Better not let it get me 
or they'll think I'm a tenderfoot." 



Just inside, a big knobby-faced man with high 
leather boots and jangling spurs pushed his way 
through the crowd and extended a huge gnarled 
but friendly hand to Tex. It was Jim Powers. 

"Been Iookin' for you, fella," he said heartily. 
"Come and meet some of the boys." 

He ushered Tex dowwn the line. 'This is Spud 
Diehl . . . and Sam Benson . . . and Sagebrush 
Dugan . . . and " 

It went on and on. Tex shook hands until his 
fingers ached. "Glad ta meetcha," they said. And, 
"Hear you're joinin' up." And, "From Texas, huh? 
I'd shore like ta roam that old Texas range 
again." 

Tex liked them. "Good hombres," he thought. 
"All kinda like a family — something I never had." 

Jim motioned toward the end of the bar. "One 
more you gotta meet," he told Tex, "an' that's old 
Cactus Pete. A real old-timer and the best raw- 
hide of the lot." 

Cactus Pete leaned heavily on the bar, his back 
bent with the weight of years and his long gray 
hair and grizzly beard almost covering his face. 

"Hey, Cactus Pete," said Powers, nudging the 
old man on the shoulder, "meet the new man, 
Tex Larson." 

"New man, huh? Howdy, lad. Glad ta know 
ya. Ya shore hitched up with a good bunch o' 
beys here! Ain't never been no better." 

"I'm sure of that," said Tex with a grin, as he 
took the old man's hand. "I like 'em all and I've 
always wanted to go with a rodeo." 

Somebody motioned for Jim Powers, so he 
left Tex with Cactus Pete. And Tex knew he was 
meeting the acid test, for through the frame of 
wrinkles and the shaggy brows, the old fellow's 
eyes were fixed upon him and looking him over 
as carefully as if he had been appraising a horse. 
Tex had begun to feel uneasy when the eyes nar- 
rowed and began to twinkle and Cactus Pete pat- 
ted him on the back. 

"I like you," he said. "Now, about this rodeo — 
I been with it nigh onto twenty years. Fore that, 
I was a scout an' a fair, t'middlin' rider, if I do 
say it m'self. I don't ride no more — too old — but 
I gotta go along now ta take care o' my boys. 
Gotta look after 'em. See?" 

"Sure, I see." Tex nodded. "That's swell!" 



" "Yep, gotta watch over 'em," Cactus Pete re- 
peated. "Gotta see they make out. Me — I aint got 
no worries." 

He looked about him and then pulled a small 
bag from his hip pocket. He put a bony finger 
to his withered lips to indicate that he was let- 
ting Tex in oh a deep secret — then he dumped 
the contents of the bag on the bar. Tex stared. 

"Know what them are, boy? Huh? Ever see 
things like them afore?" 

"Nuggets," answered Tex. "Gold nuggets! I 
never saw any that big!" 

"Biggest nuggets ya ever saw, ain't they? Come 
from my mine up in Montana. Here's a map," 
and he pulled a roll of paper from his other hip 
pocket. "Here's a map, showin' how ta get ta my 
mine. Lots o' nuggets there, boy, bigger'n these. 
Some day I'm goin' back and dig fer 'em." 

The men at the bar paid little attention as. 
Cactus Pete told Tex his story. Maybe one or two 
watched and smiled. But at a table in back, two 
men drank and stared. 

"Hey, Duke," said one, "did you hear that? 
Think it's on the level?" 

"You saw the nuggets, didn't you, Rocky? See 
how they sparkled? It's not clay." 

"Duke, are you thinkin' what I am? We gotta 
hide out from the law. Any better place than in 
the mountains of Montana?" 

"Can't name it. While the cops cool off back 
East, we can be diggin' gold in the West. Not 
bad." 

Jim Powers ordered the rodeo riders to break 
up and hit the hay early since they had to be in 
top shape for the opening day. He left, too, but 
net before he had told Tex where to bed down 
his horse and find a bunk for himself. Old Cac- 
tus Pete hobbled down the street alone. The 
others had learned, long before, to let him take 
hist time! 

Tex had untied Buck's reins and was about 
to hop into the saddle when he heard a wail from 
the shadows beyond. It was followed by a string 
of curses, such as only an old sourdough like 
Cactus Pete could have known. Still holding the 
reins. Tex ran down the street and found the old 
man, shaking his fist and bellowing like an in- 
jured animal. 

"My gold! Two consamed critters took my map 
and my gold!" 

"Don't worry, pappy," shouted Tex, as he flung 
himself across the saddle. "I'll get 'em back for 
you if it takes a year!" 



Galloping around the corner, Tex saw two fig- 
ures running away in the darkness. He called for 
them to stop but the only answer was the whine 
of a bullet that barely missed his hat. He leaped 
to the ground and began the chase. 

"Anybody'd have to be rotten clear through," 
he thought, "to steal from that old man." 

Another bullet came close and cut the air be- 
side him. Tex was quick on the trigger and he 
was close enough now to see his target. A shot 
rang out, then a piercing cry, and he saw that he 
had disarmed one of his opponents. He flung 
himself at the other, grabbing him around the 
knees and tossing him into the air so that the aim 
of the .45 went wild. Tex grabbed the Colt and 
threw it as far as he could. 

The battle that followed was a slug-fest. Tex 
fought both men, his fists fast and his punches 
well planted. The commotion was attracting a 
crowd but, by the time the sheriff and Jim Pow- 
ers and the rodeo wranglers got there, the 
culprits had been well beaten and had given up 
to the tall cowboy who seemed to have eyes in 
the back of his head and a dozen arms that whirl- 
ed like windmills. Tex took the map and the gold. 
And the sheriff took Duke and Rocky, the two 
fugitives from justice, into custody. 

There were tears of gratitude in old Cactus 
Pete's eyes, as he fondled his precious possessions. 
"Bless ya, boy," he said, and sniffed and walked 
away. 

Big Jim Powers took Tex aside and laid the 
hard, calloused hand on his shoulder. "I'm sorry 
about this," he explained. "Too bad you went to 
all that trouble for nothin'." 

Tex looked puzzled. "What do you mean?" 

"Well," Jim explained, "you see, we bring Cac- 

- tus Pete along just to look after him! The old 

gent looked for gold all his life and never found 

it, so last summer some of the boys cooked up a 

scheme!" 

"Scheme?" Tex still didn't understand. 

"Planted phony nuggets around," Jim contin- 
ued, " — fool's gold! He thought he'd struck pay 
dirt! Says he's goin' back to open that mine but 
we know he'll never make it." The big man was 
silent a minute, then he added, "So you rislced 
your life for nothin'!" 

"It wasn't for nothing," Tex answered, "if that's 
what keeps him happy." 

Jim Powers gave him a pat on the back. Tex 
knew, then, that he was "in." He had found a 
place in life, at last. He had come to the end of 
the lonely trail. 
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\e ARIZONA RAINES AND HIS PARTNER, 
I'SPURS, RIDE INTO THE TOWN OF LCS PADRE*.'! 



€vERY HOM0RE IN TOWN 

knew what hap happened 
to the los padres stage/ 
am8ushed by scalp- 
hungry indians—and no 
one lept to tell its tale 
op horror/ 

But ar/zoma #am£» 

wanted to know why 
the los padres stage 
still rolled into town, 
night after night with 
its ghostly wheels 
clattering, and with 
its murdered occupants 
still peering fro/wthe 
windows of 



SHORE IS 
/VUGHTY 
<auiET, 

ARIZONA/, 




RECKON PEOPLE GRAB 
THEIR SHUTEYE EARLY IN W 
THESE PARTS/ 
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He^ A 0APLV 

REP HOMBREll 
yTHE WAY HE 
\ OPENED FIRE 
ON THET 
STAGECOACH 
PROVES HE'S 
'ON THE POINT 
■ CRACKIN' 




YOU SEE, SPURS-? THEY 
COVERED THEMSELVES. 
ANP THE STAGE WITH 
POWDEREP CHALK TO 
MAKE THEM LOOK LIKE 




I PON'T LIKE TO SETTLE ^ 
/MATTERS WITH GUNS.' 
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SO I HITON THIS SCHEME TO FRIGHTEN HIM 
INTO A CONFESSION.' I HAP A STAGECOACH 
BUILT TO RESEMBLE THE LOS PADRES STAGE.., 
[ AND PERSUADED TWO FRIENDS TO PLAY THE 
PARTS OF THE TWO MURDERED MEN.' 




EVERY NIGHT WE RODE INTO 
TOWN AND STOPPED IN 
FRONT OF KEM RANDALL'S 
HOUSE/ WHEN HE STARTED 
SHOOTING TONIGHT I WAS 
SURE HE WAS READY TO 
CRACK... 




you- you 
/mean you 

WANT TO_ 
HELP 



THAT5 RIGHT, MISS/ AND THIS -" 
TIME WE'RE GONNA P&OWX0 
RANDALL THAT HE'S- DEALIN' 
WITH GHOST 




:rack western 

Ohe Following evening.,. 



THAT PHANTOM STAGECOACH 
WON'T COME BACK TONIGHT/ 1 
FOUND OUT THE NAME OFTHATl 
BIG COWPOKE WHO WENTAFTER| 
IT.' HE'S ARIZONA 
RAINES— 




'HE'S GOT A REP AS. THE BEST 
GUN-WADPY IN THE WEST/ 
THAR AIN'T NO GHOW&COULJJ 
FRIGHTEN_ 

////M... ^^^ ITS ME/ 
?UlP A RECKON I'VE 
WHO'S GOT BAD 
THAR? /NEWS PER 
•/UH/ 





PIT'S TRUE, JEST THE SAME.' ARIZONA WENT PLUMB LOCO 
I WHEN HE SAW IT HAPPEN.' HE ROPE AFTER IT--AND jt 
THET'S THE LAST I SAW OF HIM / •fflgl 

IT— IT CANT BE/THAR AIN'T 
ANY SECH THING AS GHOSTS- 
EVERyBOOy KNOWS THET/ 
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^VHUT&THAT'? 
I-I HEARP A 
NOISE/ 



. SOUNDEP LIKE WHEELS TO ME, MISTER 
RANDALL.' I RECKON THAT PHANTOM 
STAGE IS 
COMIN'. 
BACK/ 





